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Back To The Old Drawing Board: 

Hello, and welcome to the long awaited return of A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. I.t.’s. N.o.t. J.u.s.t. A. 
W.o.r.d. A.n.y.m.o.r.! For those of you who remember our dreadful magazine, here’s a recap of 
what has been going on as of late: 

Well, our intrepid Editor G.M. was moving around a lot and eventually stopped producing 
his 'zine on the so-promised monthly basis. However, with plenty of spare time on his hands and 
the old flair back in his bones he’s back and better than ever. The only reason we’ve decided to 
keep the same name and all is for the sole purpose of continuity (and, goddamn it, it’s a good name). 

The only other additional thing I’d Uke to add is the note that we now have a co-editor, the 
talented and wonderful Caleb Edgar, who will be assisting me in such areas as submissions and a 
kick in the pants when necessary. Let’s hear it for Caleb. 

Well, the address is slightly different, but fear not because it will remain as such for all of 

time. 

Until Next time, this is G.M. and I’m outta here! 



The Stories, characters and incidents featured in this publication are, as far as we know, entirely fictional. All Related characters, the distinctive 
likenesses thereof and all related indica are trademarks of the original author. Everything Else Renewed © 1995 A.C.R.O.N.Y.M. Publishing 
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This issue is dedicated to Heidi Gunter, mainly because I haven’t done that in a while and 
mostly because I really need to call her and keep forgetting. 


Special Thanks To: 

Karly Rich, Sierra, Ramen City U.S.A. , Blasphuphmus Press LTD., The Portal , Cathead, 
Heidi Gunter, Lyra, Caroline, Colin Hix, and a lot of other people I probably forgot 
(including Denise and Pm sorry you’re so far down the list). 




NAAAAAAHHHHGHAHAHHK!!!!!!!! 

(oR, tHE rEALLY wEIRD sTORY tHAT i cAN’T rEMEMBER wPlAT tHE tITLE iS) 

BY aUSTIN rlCH 


pART V. 

gABRIAL SAT IN SILENCE ON THE COUCH FOR TWENTY MINUTES SOLID. 
hE DIDN’T MOVE. hE DIDN’T TALK. hE DIDN’T WANT TO DO ANYTHING. hE 
FELT LIKE HIS ENTIRE LIFE WAS FALLING APART. hE KNEW HE COULDN’T 
CHANGE IT, BECAUSE HE ALSO KNEW THAT HIS LIFE WAS NOT HIS TO CONTROL. 
hE HAD TO GET USED TO THE IDEA, AND FACE THE TRUTH LIKE A MAN. 
“aUSTIN?” 

“yEAH gABRIAL?” 

“hOW DOES THE STORY END? i MEAN, WHAT HAPPENS TO ME, AND 
EVERYTHING. i’M JUST CURIOUS. yOU DON’T HAVE TO TELL ME.” 

aUSTIN HAD BEEN IN WHAT APPEARED TO BE DEEP THOUGHT THE LAST 
TWENTY MINUTES, AND gABRIAL WAS AFRAID TO INTERRUPT HIM. bUT HE 
NEEDED TO FIND OUT. 

“i’VE BEEN DOING A LOT OF THINKING LATELY gABRIAL. i REALLY DON’T 
LIKE THIS STORY, NOW THAT i’M IN IT.” 

“wHAT DO YOU MEAN?” 

“wELL, i DON’T LIKE IT. tHE PLOT IS THIN, THE CHARACTERS AREN’T THAT 
WELL DEVELOPED, EXCEPT FOR MINE OF COURSE, AND ON TOP OF THAT, IT 
DOESN’T END. i CAN’T THINK OF ANY WAY TO RESOLVE ANY OF THIS, 
ESPECIALLY MY OWN FATE, AS FAR AS THE STORY IS CONCERNED.” 

“bUT WHAT ABOUT THE SUPER-POWERED HUMANS WORKING FOR THE 
GOVERNMENT? cAN’T THEY, i DON’T KNOW, TAKE OVER THE WORLD OR 
SOMETHING? tHEN WE COULD STOP THEM.” 

“nOPE. too EASY. sEE, i’VE ALREADY REVEALED MY GREATEST STRENGTH 
AND IT IS, BEYOND A SHADOW OF A DOUBT, TOO POWERFUL FOR ANY NORMAL 
STORY, i COULD CRUSH THEM IN A PARAGRAPH. nO, i THINK i’M GOING TO 
TRASH THIS STORY.” 

gABRIAL DIDN’T SAY ANYTHING RIGHT AWAY, BECAUSE HE WASN’T QUITE 
SURE WHAT THAT MEANT AS FAR AS HE WAS CONCERNED. aUSTIN WENT OVER 
TO THE PAPER HE HAD WRITTEN ON BEFORE, AND BEGAN WRITING. 

“sO, WHAT DOES THIS MEAN? nOW? i MEAN, WHAT HAPPENS TO ME?” 
aUSTIN SIGHED, AND TOSSED THE PAPER IN A WASTEBASKET. hE BEGAN 
SHAKING HIS HANDS AT gABRIAL, AND SAID, “yOU JUST DON’T GET IT, DO YOU 
gABRIAL? yOU ARE TWO-DIMENSIONAL. yOU ONLY EXIST AS SOME WORDS ON A 
PIECE OF PAPER. yOU AREN’T EVEN REAL, OR BASED ON ANYONE THAT WAY, 
AND NOW, SINCE i’M SCRAPPING THIS IDEA, YOU ARE, BASICALLY, DEAD.” 
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gABRIAL SCREAMED, “no!” AND RAN OUT OF THE APARTMENT. hE 
COULDN’T ACCEPT HIS FATE. hE WAS MORE THAN A CHARACTER IN A STORY. hE 
HAD SUBSTANCE! hE WAS REAL! hE HAD A PAST. oNE THAT MATTERED, AND 
HAD MEMORIES. 

tHE FACT THAT gABRIAL DIDN’T HAVE MEMORIES WAS SOMETHING HE 
IGNORED. 

hE RAN TO THE DOOR LEADING OUTSIDE OF HIS APARTMENT AND INTO 
THE FRONT YARD. sTRETCHING OUT ABOUT TWENTY FEET FROM THE 
APARTMENT WAS WHAT HE REMEMBERED BEING THERE; TREES, CONCRETE, 
CARS, ETC. bUT PAST THAT, gABRIAL SAW SOMETHING VERY, VERY SCARY. hE 
SAW NOTHING. 

iT HAD A VERY DEEP RED COLOR TO IT. iT SWIRLED AND MOVED AND 
SHOT OUT IN ALL DIRECTIONS, AND YET REALLY DIDN’T EXIST AT ALL, AND 
WAS STILL NOTHING. iT HAD NO SUBSTANCE, NOR DID IT SEEM TO TRUELY 
EVEN BE THERE IN FRONT OF HIM, AT LEAST IN REAL SPACE. iT WAS NOTHING; 
IT WAS STORY LIMBO. 

bEHIND gABRIAL HE SAW HIS APARTMENT BUILDING BEING RUBBED OUT, 
LITER FATLY. tHE APARTMENT BUILDING SHIFTED SHAPE, AND SOON APPEARED 
TO BE A LARGE SHEET OF PAPER WITH WORDS ON IT. fROM THE SKY ABOVE, A 
LARGE PENCIL CAME DOWN FROM THE HEAVENS AND RAN ACROSS THE WORDS, 
THAT SOON VANISHED INTO NOTHINGNESS. iN A MINUTE THE APARTMENT 
BUILDING WAS GONE. 

gABRIAL WAS STUCK AND HAD NOWHERE TO GO. wHILE 
CONTEMPLATING HIS PLIGHT, HE NOTICED THAT THE PENCIL WAS AIMED AT 
HIM NEXT. 

WITHOUT THINKING, gABRIAL LEAPT OFF THE EDGE INTO THE 
NOTHINGNESS. tO HIS SURPRISE, NOTHING HAPPENED. 

gABRIAL FLOATED IN THE NOTHING, AND SOON THE LAND HE HAD BEEN 
STANDING ON WAS GONE. gABRIAL KNEW THIS WAS THE END, AND HE KNEW 
THAT THERE WAS NOTHING HE COULD DO ABOUT IT. 

aS HE LOOKED DOWN AT HIS LEGS, HE SAW THAT THEY WERE SLOWLY 
TURNING TO PAPER. gABRIAL SCREAMED LOUDER THAN HE EVER HAD, WHICH 
RIPPED HIS VOCAL CORDS TO SHREDS. wERE THERE ANY REALITY LEFT 
AROUND HIM, IT WOULD HAVE SHATTERED AS HIS EAR-DRUMS DID. 

tHE PENCIL CAME AND RUBBED AWAY THE LETTERING ON THE PAPER 
THAT MADE UP gABRIAL’S BODY. 

“naaaaaahhhhghahahhk!!!!!!!!” 

tHE PAPER FLOATED IN THE NOTHINGNESS FOR A SECOND, THEN 
FOLDED IN ON ITSELF INTO A CRUMPLED BOULDER OF PAPER. iT, TOO, 
FLOATED FOR A WHILE, BUT SOON DISAPATED IN THE NON-EXISTENT AIR. 

oN THE HORIZON, ONE COULD SEE (IF THEY HAD EXISTED TOO) 
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ANOTHER REALITY PAPER BEING WRITTEN UPON, AND STILL ANOTHER BEING 
CRUMPLED AWAY INTO NOTHINGNESS. 


Author’s Note: 

If you are interested in owning a copy of this story in it’s entirety, please send your request to 
this publishing company with a sum of money you feel fit to pay for such an abomination. Please 
note that, after writing this, I am not quite well but will continue to deliver 
akjfdkaoeirjlkdsaf pieces of work for your parusal. 

<author violently slaps himself with a wet carp making a pleasureful sound with 
his mouth> 

tYPESETTER^S nOTE : quit!!!!!” 



Orange Juice 

by Nina Johnson 

Round round round 
soft and mushy 
squishy mishy 
Orange and green 
smooth and holy 

pockmarked and beautiful 
half shiny, half furry 

spots growing larger and larger 
taking over the purity 
of the original 
The firmness growing softer 
the ripe smell slowing going 
to overripe 
sweet and fresh to 
sickly oversweet 
The juicy bright orange color 
slowly going dry and chapped 
If only chapstick could help... 
but... no go 

The globe must be thrown away 


lost in space 
and time 

Always changing, slowly shrinking 
caving in, shrinking from view 
A hand reaches to try again 
out comes perfection 
smooth and firm 
only the sweet tangy scent is 
there 

No more dry dusty smells 
of unwanted growth 

Only the pure is left 
Slice... 

squeeze...squoooooze 
shhhhh... 
clink 

gulp...glug...glug... 

AHHHHHH.... 


So I wrote a poem about a moldy 
orange...so what!! <grin> 














































WANC Records 

by Soylent Cody & Okf D. Neeper 

Those of you that live in the Eugene area may have heard of a really shitty band named 
Cathead. Some of you may have seen them too. To put it truthfully, they DO suck, but it is in the 
way that they suck that makes them so interesting. Therefore, we have formed WANC Records, a 
bootlegging company that specializes in Cathead bootlegs. Here is a quick review of the tapes we 
have available. 

CATHEAD LIVE SUMMER, 1994 - Catalog #0001 

Okay, for those of you who know anything about Cathead, this tape is the rarity of the 
collection. Make by kiisu d’salyss on vocals and Syd Louse on guitar, ids a 50 minute practice 
session with some interesting and worth-while songs. This tape is so old, that it was recorded before 
their first tape came out legally. It contains first versions of '‘Dosed Tea The Mellow Version,” 

"The Acid Song,” "The Clock Is Ticking,” "Crazy Cathead,” and "CRACK!!!!” I Hke this tape 
because it’s Cathead at it’s worst: just them fucking around. You’U like it too because they do a 
buttload of parodies. 

CATHEAD LIVE LIVE AT ICKY’S Nov. 23,1994 - Catalog #0002 

Unfortunately, this tape is very choppy. We got there early, left, and came back after the 
show started, so many songs are not complete. We also forgot to turn the tape over (an error on 
Olaf s part). Still, it’s got some good stuff on it. kiisu d’salyss & Syd Louse are on it, but this time 
Wayne Mewn adds Bass & Trumpet to the show, along with D’jesus In The Box running the 
electronic show and Austin Rich on purcussion. Good tracks include "Lost Soul,” "Boredom,” 

"Dry Clean Only,” "Sorry/Punk Rock Boys,” "CoHn Broke A String,” "Fix,” "Could Be King,” and 
"Noise For Nixon.” This tape also contains some of the audience on "Punk Rock Boys” and the 
honorary member Lyra Cyst wrote said song. It’s a good tape all in all. 

CATHEAD LIVE AT ICKY’S DECEMBER 17,1994 - Catalog #0003 

This tape, probably their longest bootleg, contains more tracks for a good reason too. More 
of the Cathead fans performed their Depeche Mode parodies at one point, a high point in the show. 
It was also so long most of the band took a break, but kiisu and Syd continued to play regardless. I 
will admit that we got a slightly choppy recording on this one too (this time it is my fault) but all in 
all the show was great. High points include: "Watch It Fall,” "Realize,” "Punk As Fuck,” "Don’t,” 
"Happy Birthday,” "All My Liver Incisions,” "Supernova,” "Conception of A Black Dream,” and 
"Too Late.” Also note it was the first time Cathead had an opening band. The Boy With A Guitar. 
We have that on a separate (but not as good) boot for interested fans. 

CATHEAD WAS HERE 2/1/95 - Catalog #0004 

Congratulate us, we got a complete show this time! And, Cathead has some changes. They 
got a drummer (Zjock Vladamir) and a different Bass player (Caleb Edgar). High points include 


5 



‘Want You/’ “Belsen Was A Gas/’ “Tear Me/’ “The Vague Song,” “Smells Like Cathead,” 
“Truckin’,” and “Don’t.” 

CATHEAD LIVE AT ICKY’S FEB. 25,1995 - Catalog #0005 

This tape is Cathead’s achievement. They were invited to a very punk show at Icky’s and the 
show was very on-again-off-again up until the day before the show. So it turned out that not only 
did they open for some of the best noise Eugene has to offer, but Sebadoh showed up to top it off. 
This moment count only be topped by the intensity of songs like “Cancer” and “Mess.” 

CATHEAD LIVE AT THE MONKEYHOUSE APR. 15,1995 - Catalog #0006 

This is the most recent tape from the most recent show at somewhere other than Icky’s. We 
had trouble finding the place. It was performed in the basement of this house that had a stage set 
up, and it was probably their best show ever. Austin Rich played Bass at the show, and when they 
played some of their new songs like, “My Name Is Abdul,” “Cobalt,” and “The Old Man Blues,” I 
knew that they had come a long way from “Dosed Tea” and “Truckin’.” This is by far the best boot 
we’ve got. 

Well, that’s about all we’ve got. If you want their album I’m told you can send $5.00 to the 
inside address. This G.M. guy is also being so nice as to let us use this address too. I hope to hear 
from some of you, and in the meantime remember that GARAGE SALE LIVES! 

— Soylent Cody 


Some Randomly Selected Short Short Stories 


I want coffee. Looks hot, probably burn me. Ouch. I’ll drink milk, 
—by Justin Anderson 


Once upon a time there was a girl who said, “Boo!” and everyone ran away!! 
—by Stephanie Cahoone 


Death. 

—by Chris Lundquist 


Don’t Shoot! Bang. 

—by Damon Brice 
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candle lit; a flicker 

the element of time; a flame 

with one kiss a fire 


1995 IN/OUT LIST 

by Serena, Jesse X., Kiisu 


something of an explosion 
anticipation; something which intensifies 
intense; the procession of infatuation 
infatuation; love before invaded by reality 
reality; being that which is real 

rolling stones would paint it black 

country music would paint it red 

religion would paint it white and I 

I have not yet discovered an all-encompassing color 

to which has not been allotted a negative connotation 

love 

candle lit; a flicker 

the element of time; a flame 

with one kiss a fire 

something of an explosion 

—by Asia Harrison 


OUT 

S&M 

CC I ?? 

crossdressing 
free-floating anger 
soda pop 
‘datte” 
credit 
mini-malls 
tv talk shows 
'‘sexual identity” 
fluffy hats 
crack 

animal memorabilia 
The Glenwood 
phone calls 
fast food 
the New Age 
the government 
monolingualism 
gun as accessory 
Green Tortoise 
standardized spelling 


















































1995 IN/OUT LIST 

by Serena, Jesse X., Kiisu 


IN 

M & Ms 

undressing 
freely flouting danger 
water 
tea 

barter 

anyplace marked ‘'no trespassing” 
watching the dryer 
identiflable sex 
quilted welders’ hats 




SUvc'\dia\ 


crystallized ginger root 
real animals 
Icky’s Teahouse 
letters 
porridge 
the Bronze Age 
not the government 
polysyncretism 
a tasteful handbag 
group hitchin’ 
ideogrammatic writing 


-Propositioned by a Deamon. 

by Cerrah Seal 

I was propositioned by a deamon. He walked into my house and when he talked to me I 
was not scared. He was dressed in white and he had bleu eyes but, strangely, his radiance was such 
that I could see so little as the colour of his hair. 

He appeared to me as an angel—Most beautiful and yet peculiar to my ignorant eyes. I had 
no idea who he was or what he was but when I said hello he began to speak. 

He told me everything I wanted to hear. He told me I would go to the truly happy place 
when I died and that I would indeed fall in love if that is what I wished. He told me that girls would 
be pouring over me and that all I had to do was ask. 

But he told me that my astral father and his master would require him to do a service first. 

I never asked what this service was but instead I queried as to why he never said Jesus or our 
Heavenly Father and then I realized what it was that struck me as odd and convinced me that this 
man was no angel. 

He winced. He winced in pain as the words used to describe my creator were said and I 
knew then that this man was a deamon. 

I closed mine eyes and prayed with every single bit of strength that I could muster and when 
I opened my eyes the deamon was gone. 
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Random Sentences 

The Not-Quite-Complete Took Of Wisdom For People With None, 

edited by Austin Rich 

contributions by Brandon Burkeen, Jason Harris, Austin Rich and J.P. Otto 

'Tlease hand me that piano.”: 

This may or may not be my last Random Sentence. 

I guess that wasn’t my last Random Sentence. 

Chalk should be called cardboard and vice versa. 

Pencil graphite is an interesting item to own. 

An individual human is more intelligent than society as a whole. 

Therefore, most of society’s decisions are probably stupid. 

French is the language of an indescribable emotion. 

I think confusion comes pretty close. 

I’m going to become a costumed vigilante. 

Computers are highly advanced machines. 

Society has been based on good intentions. 

Currently, it is far from ''good.” 

Books are merely primitive computers. 

A person who writes stories is like some type of god. 

Pay no attention to the man holding this pencil. 

An apple a day increases your body’s acid content sHghtly. 

Josh’s shirt smells rather odd today. 

Shakespeare worked at the Globe Theater once. 

The pronoun I is a rather short word. 

Comercials are Society’s way of seeing if you’re awake. 

The. 

Plactic is a really swell substance. 

Safety pins can be useful in an emergency. 

So can paperclips and toothpicks. 

You’re an evil, evil man, Chris DeLay, Chris DeLay. 

Inertia comes in really handy at times. 

Edgar Allen Poe was a very good writer. 

Some people just don’t understand. 

There is a fiery ball of hydrogen at the center of our solar system. 

Rape a tree; use its resources often; write on paper. 
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Disposable Grandparents 

by 

Dr. Keith D. Haynes 
Phd of fuzzy fish 
and 

spam on rye 

Doug: Gosh grandpa is... looking might bit moldy there. 

Phil: Maybe we should take gramps in for a tune-up. 

Doug: Actually, I was thinking about picking up a new 95 model grandpa. Heard they had quite a 
deal goin’ down at the dealership. 

Phil: Ok but I don’t want to see you coping a feel on the young teenage models... it’s kinda gross. 
(So the two scrape grandpa out of his lazy-boy recliner... being sure to gather up all the old parts 
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which have fallen off... or out... and shove him into a cardboard box.) 

(At the people dealers) 

Salesman: Could I interest you folks in a good teenage model? 

Phil: Shut up Doug. 

Doug: I won’t touch anything that they don’t want me to touch, O.K.? 

Phil: No. You know they just do whatever you say hill they get a personality... They’d say yes if you 
asked to smash their heads into oblivion with a carp... Now (to salesman)... We want a 
Gramps Model 25547.3, with a couple of options... Do you have a trade-in options here? 

Salesman: We have many models of Gramps... 

(Suddenly screaming.) 

Bystanders: THE BANDICOOTS ARE COMING THE BANDICOOTS ARE ON FIRE 
THEY ARE NEAT AND STUFF! 

Man in Cheezy Suit: Well...that was brief but pointless...but now that I have your attention... 
please... hold... uh... no... file... no... DIVERT... your... uhm... nose... no... finger... no... 
ATTENTION... to the lady on fire next to the hippopotamus... no... to the gameshow 
NOW IN PROGRESS. Here’s... ‘‘GAMES... CATS... no... DOGS... no... PEOPLE... 
sometimes... but no... NEVER... NO... GAMES PEOPLE DON’T EAT!... close... 

GAMES PEOPLE DON’T PLAY!!!!!!!! 

(CHEERING, clapping, death screams, vomiting, cattle herding, leaping from mountain top to 

mountain top, pantsing superman, tongue grabbing aardvarks, singing, getting on with the show.) 

Man in Cheezy Suit: The first game on our list is... (drumroll) AH...lets pick an innocent 
bystander to pick a number! 

Innocent Bystander: Well I uh... my grandma said I’d better pick... 5... but... I always thought 
69 was a pretty number 

Man is Cheezy Suit: (Lets call him Bob for sake of argument) I’m sorry but it has to be between 1 
and 50! 

Innocent Bystander: Oh... well... in that case... my grandmother is 98... and if you subtract 69 from 
that... plus 56, that’s how many cats she has, then if you subtract her shoe size... size 5... 

Bob: NUMBER 5! GOOD CHOICE MAN! 

Innocent Bystander: I’m supposed to win something now, right? 

Bob: YES! YOU GET TO.... “GUESS WHICH WIRE HAS 10,000,000 VOLTS IN IT”! 

LB.: Oh... I guess I’U pick the wire on the far left... 

Bob: WeU... Before you pick your very imminent demise... Tell the viewers at home who you are, 
so we can notify your next of kin! 

LB.: My name is Carl... Snodgrass... 
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Bob: Well, Carl, you’re about to get the shock of your life! Or rather, the end of your life! 

(Carl Touches the Wire... He Screams... Violently...Sounds of transistors popping...Carl falls to the 
ground still smoking) 

Bob: Ah... well... he’s dead... AND THAT WAS ONLY 5000 VOLTS! YOU LOSE CARL! 
NEXT VIC... ER... contestant please! 

(sounds of someone screaming in the distance) 

Person Screaming: NO NOT ME... I’m not gonna do it... you’re not getting me out on that crazy 
show... NO I won’t do it! 

(He is pushed on stage.) 

Bob: WeU hello there you’re the lucky person to get to play Games that People Don’t Play!!! What 
do you have to say? 

Victim #2: Fine... let’s get this over with... alright? 

Bob: Ok... pick a number... and tell us your name. 

Victim #2: Ralph... and I pick number 17. 

Bob: AND YOU GET TO!!! (drumroll) Have root canal work while on ICE SKATES!!! 

Ralph: Oh... lovely... I needed some really painful dental work anyway. 

(Ralph puts on his ice skates... and wearily steps onto the ice... a dentist... also wearing ice skates... 
skates out and begins to do root canal work on Ralph... without anesthesia... Ralph screams out in 
pain... Ralph is now gargling with his own blood.) 

Bob: You’ve only got to make it through... TWO MORE TEETH RALPH! You’re doing real 
good... keep it up. Let’s get to the next contestant... 

Ralph: GNAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAGGGHHHH!!!! 

Bob: (Turning to face Ralph) YOU WON! You get to have... more ROOT CANAL WORK 
FOR FREE! YOU EVEN GET IT WITHOUT ANY ANESTHETICS! 

(Ralph is carried away on a stretcher by waiting paramedics... And is taken to the dentist’s office for 
more extensive root canal work.) 

Bob: Let’s get to the next... Victim... er... CONTESTANT. 

(More screaming from the audience as the next person is picked.) 

Victim #3: I know, I know... My name is Fred and I pick number 19. 
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Bob: You get to JUGGLE CHAINSAWS WHILE ON A TIGHTROPE WITH ONE ARM! 
Victim #3: Well this must be my lucky day... as a matter of fact... I only have one arm... and I 
happen to be a professional one arm chainsaw juggler on tightropes. 

Bob: Oh... well... maybe... if we were to throw in... the bear!? 

Victim #3: Did I mention I wrestle bears while juggling chainsaws, with one arm, on a thightrope? 
Bob: Oh... maybe... high voltage on the tightrope? 

Victim #3: Nope... used to work on the high voltage Hnes back in Nam... I liked it... I did... used to 
get a real kick outta frying my face off. 

Bob: Damnit... alright... how about if we add on the possibility of being shot off with a water 
cannon. 

Victim #3: Well... that sounds easy enough... but Til do it anyway. 

Bob: Ok here it is... Fred is about to juggle chainsaws... with one arm, while balancing on a high 
voltage wire, while wrestling a bear, and having the possibility of being shot off with a 
water... cannon. 

(Bear growls... croud oohs and aaaaaahhs... Fred farts... croud oohs and aaaaaahhs... Fred falls to his 
death... croud oohs and aaaaaahhs... man from the dog food factory tries to strike a deal with Bob.) 

Bob: Ah... too bad Fred... if that bear wouldn’t of accidentally tripped on the hotwire... it would of 
never of got hit by the water cannon... and wouldn’t of got caught up in the chainsaw... 
which threw off your coordination... and... then... of all things to happen... your watch 
beeped... that’s when you lost... SORRY YOU LOSE! Next Victim! 

Volunteer: (Screams.) NO NO NO NO I WANNA GO TAKE ME TAKE ME PLEASE? 

Bob: What’s this a volunteer? 

Volunteer: YES!! I pick number ONE!!! 

Bob: Oh... obviously a sadist... you’ve picked THROW THE BABY UNDER THE TRUCK!! 

Do you know how the game goes? 

Volunteer: I’ve got a vague idea... my name is... Vinny... and... HI MOM! 

Bob: WeU... let’s get started here then... ok... you have 30 seconds... to throw 30 babies... under the 
tires of 3 different moving trucks... or... you get hit by the truck yourself... as the babies are 
going to be piled on top of you. 

Vinny: GOODY!... I’m ready Bob! 

(They begin to start the trucks up... and pile 30 babies on top of Vinny... The babies wail... Vinny 
laughs... The crowd oohs and aaaaaahhs... the dog food man tries to strike another deal... the crowd 
oohs and aaaaaahhs... The starting bell rings... Vinny begins to madly throw babies under the tires of 
the trucks.) 
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Bob: There’s 2... 5... oh... going for the double... yes... he’s going for the 18 wheeler... got more tires 
there... ooo!... 13... 16!!... 24... you’re almost there Vinny... 29... just one more baby left to 
go... <THUD>... aaaahhh... man... that’s 30 babies... but... We’re sorry Vinny... you ran out 
of time anyway... uh... yeah... anyway... while we’re cleaning up this mess... we’ll break for a 
commercial. 

(A dog falls off of a cHff.) 

Man 1: Oh... dear... my dog just fell to his death. 

Man 2: Well... you should have bought him... Snooples no fart dog food. 

Man 1: Oh... that might of helped. 

Man 2: Yes... it does... 

Man 1: Well... bye... <falls to his own death> 

Man 2: Snooples no fart dog food... remember... only you can prevent flatulence in dogs. 

(Return to show.) 

Bob: HERE WE ARE FOR THE SECOND ACTION PACKED HALF OF... games... people 
sometimes... but hardly ever... light on fire... no... games... that... dogs play... no... cheese... 
no... games... people DON’T PLAY!!! 

Pre-chosen Contestant #1: Hello... my name is Aarvid P. Sludgepump... I am an accountant... I 
have a dead pig. 

Bob: WeU... yeah... that really matters... which game would YOU like Aarvid? 

Aarvid: I would like 29 since I once had a apple tree... and... it fell on me. 

Bob: Ok... let’s see... 29... you get to... participate in the wonderful game of LETS SUMMON A 
DEMON!!! 

Aarvid: Oh... weU... my underwear are up my butt. 

Bob: Yeah... let’s get right to this... you must do your best to summon a demon... within... 3 
minutes... or... we sacrifice you!!! 

Aarvid: Okay... 

(Aarvid begins to chant... and dance around in the nude... which is demonic in its own way... the 
crowd screams in terror... Aarvid dances some more... Bob watches the timer... 1 minute left... 
SUDDENLY... from out of nowhere... a very large... very demonic looking... BADGER appears... 
the demonic badger attacks and kills 30% of the audience... The remaining crowd ooos and 
aaaaaahs...) 

Bob: YOU’VE DONE IT AARVID YOU’VE SUMMONED A DEMON!! 

(The Badger attacks Aarvid... Arvid dies... The remaining crowd... ooos and aaaaahs... of course... 
The Badger attacks Bob... his hair piece falls off... Bob gets mad... The Badger dies... Bob wipes the 
blood off his feet.) 
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Bob; WeU... it appears that weVe run out of time for this episode so... tune in tomorrow for 
GAMES Badgers lick... no... no... badgers lick me... no... GAMES PEOPLE DON’T PLAY 
UNLESS THEY ARE REALLY STUPID AND IGNORANT BASTARDS OR SADISTIC OR 
POSSIBLY THREATENED WITH DEATH... OR FINANCIAL RUIN... OR... 

(The station pulls the plug on Bob... zzzzzzt... show ends... theme song music...) 

(COMMERCIAL.) 

Woman 1: Mother... tell me... are you ever bothered by harsh odors coming from your demonic 
possessed by satan 3 year old psychopathic homicidal maniac bastard hell spawned child’s 
BUTT? 

Woman’s Mom: No. 

Woman 1: Oh... 

(Next commercial... Three Women walk into a clinic.) 

Woman 1: I’ve just been raped by a group of SEXUALLY OBSCENE FRUITBATS! 

Woman 2: This scene is really not too true... But we’re fairly certain that it might be able to occur 
if the moon was just right.... So... Don’t do anything that would excite a... Fruitbat... To 
rape and or molest you in any way shape or form. 

Woman 3: If you feel like sharing your feelings about being... Raped... By... FRUITBATS? What 
the hell are we talking about? Fruitbats? Jeez... Sounds fairly naughty... Wow... Anyway... 
Here’s the obligatory 1-800 Number... 

Voice-over 1: 1-800-IJUSTGOTRAPEDBYASEXUALLYOBSCENEFRUITBAT. 

Voice-over 2: What the hell is this number for anyway? How many women are harassed by 
GODDAMNED FRUITBATS?! NOT TOO FUCKING MANY. 

(Commercial Fades... Next Commercial Starts... Three men in black ninja suits stand in front of a 
kennel.) 

Ninja 1: (Very fast.) The ninja 2000 Katanna/Steak Knife is the one for you if you demand a razor 
sharp cut on all of your... uh... things you cut then this knife is FOR YOU!... The ninja 2000 
cuts through a poodle and remains razor sharp! 

(Ninja 2 Slices poodle in half...and then delicately cuts a ham sandwich.) 

Ninja 1: Quite impressive isn’t it? The Ninja 2000 is also handy for when you are attacked by a 
group of Samurai Bandicoots... or... if you wanted to... cut someones... nose off. 

(Ninja’s start to fight with the Ninja 2000 knives... they all mortally wound each other... in their final 
breath.) 
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Together: Ninja 2000 katana/steak knife... sharpest knife you’ll ever buy. 

(Choke... they die... commercial ends... Newsbreak Begins... News break music and a man sitting at a 
desk shuffling papers... stuffing beans up his nose... and picking his butt.) 

Reporter: I’m on the air?... OH SHIT... oh... sorry... (Hides beans... wipes hands off on shirt... and 
looks at his papers) We’re live... right? Ok... We’ve got an important news bulletin, 
apparently Rossanne Drafuplu our own channel 5 news anchor person has been... WHAT 
THE... er... well... <aside to news-crew> is this right?... Ok... (To camera 1.) Apparently 
she has been... molested... by... sexually obscene... (smirk) fruitbats... (barely holds in 
laughter) According to an eyewitness she was in the fruit section of Safeway on East 
Noodwoo downtown. We’ll have further details to this at 11. (Uncontrollable laughter.) 
FRUITBATS? FRUITBATS? 

(A pack of maniac fruitbats attacks the reporter... A voodoo witchdoctor vomits in his shoe... The 
shoe smells bad... the smell kills the bats... a pack of angry wolves attacks the witchdoctor... A pack 
of Marlboro lights attacks the pack of angry wolves... they dies of lung cancer... the cord to the 
camera is unplug during the struggle... and the screen fades to snow... Opening credits for ''Our Path 
to Earl”) 

Father Jebedia Arkham: NOW BROTHERS AND AARDVARKS CHICKEN BROTH... 

Thou... flne do you take a raincheck?... Its wet. Earl has given us a GIFT... not of 
CANDIES OR OF CORN... but of... BADGERS AND BANDICOOTS... LET THERE 
NOT BE CHICKEN SMELL IN YOUR HAIR... nor let there be ducks engaging in 
incest... those are both bad things... except for the part about the ducks on tuesday after 
lunch... that’s cool. But BESIDES TUESDAY AFTER-LUNCH... ITS BAD!!!... Naughty 
naughty bad ducks!... And then... Our Lord did spake... yes HE DID SPAKE!... and... after 
he spake... he spake some more... he’s allowed to do that sort of thing... (Aside to Camera 3.) 
He’s God, Y’know... (Back to Camera 1.) Now let me lead the singing Ecuadorian 
Mountain Llamas in a little ditty we aU know and love from The almighty BIBLE of 
BLASPHUPHMUS. 

“The Great one did grin (Large toothed, this God fellow...) and did an action similar to 
‘Spaking”: No. NEVER flsh transvestited post-adolescent tadpoles badger drool.” 

Father Jebedia Arkham: (To Camera 4.) Now my sisters and fuzzy duck slippers those are 
wisdom of words and the great one has spaken. Now let us sing. 

(Audience joins in... screaming.) 
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Singing Ecuadorian Mountain Llamas: I AM INSANE I DROP MY RABBIT HEADS 


Audience: OH EARL WE 
DOST DROP 
ATTACHED 
RABBIT HEADS 
IN THINE OWN 
NAME OF FOR 
THOU ART 
THINE OWN 
IMAGE AND WE 
ARE NOT 
SLIGHTLY 
SIMILAR TO 
THEE BUT WE 
ALL SHALT BE 
LIKE THEE.... 
won’t we? 

(MAN GETS UP AND 

LICKS TV SCREEN 
AND TURNS IT 
OFF.) 


end story. 

. <—period 


the 



CAUSE I AM CHEESEBALL CHEESEBALL SLAUGHTER ME OH LORD FOR 
THOU ARE NEAT. 

OH DO GRIN 
AND SPAKE AND 
MAKE COOKIES 
AND OTHER 
GODLY THINGS. 

SOMEDAY I WILL 
HAVE A PLAID 
STRAIGHTJACKE 
T LIKE THEE!! 
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“Here’s Another Fine Mess You’ve Gotten Us Into” 

(Or, The Stephen King Thing ) 
by G.M. 

By now you’re probably wondering what it all means. That’s a question that many people 
have tried to answer over time and have not yet succeeded in answering. I’m not here to answer 
questions or tell you who to ask. I’m here to bring the possibility of letting other’s do that within. 
We have a long, rich history and you might want to know a little about why we do this so as to help 
you in helping me. 

A bunch of babble, but believe me, we’re going somewhere with this one. 

In high school I was a writer. I guess we were all writers then but hey, it’s not the beginning, 
but A beginning. I wrote. I wrote a lot about how much I hated life and how much other people 
hated life too. I wrote about girlfriends and boyfriends and I wrote about computers and music and 
I even wrote about the wonders of sex and drugs (and the lack thereof. Most of it hasn’t seen the 
Hght of day (and won’t if I have anything to say about it) but I wrote and that was the point. I wrote 
a lot. I enjoyed it. And in my own hypocritical way I wanted to know what other people wrote 
about. 

I met this guy named Austin Rich, still a friend of mine and still the only person I can stand 
to live with. I’m a wanderer myself. I’ve been here and there and when I met Austin the offer to 
Hve with him was new to me. I took it and we’ve lived together ever since I stumbled into that small 
town of Cottage Grove. 

Well, we got to talking and he was involved in this Writer’s Response Group and thought I 
would be interested. Well, I was but I didn’t share what I wrote. But the advisor to the group 
mentioned this Httle idea of starting a magazine of the student’s art. That got me thinking. 

See, kids are the most intelligent people I’ve met. ''Kids,” I mean in the sense that they are 
not adults. The majority of the people I know under 30 fit this description. Anyway, they have 
concepts and insight that no adult I’ve met has because, well, they have yet to be tainted by the adult 
world. 

So I jumped at the chance to edit this magazine. I started even before official permission 
had been granted. 

To make an already-many-times-told story short. I’ve been doing this stuff ever since. 

It’s not that I edit this 'zine for the money. I don’t even make enough out of this to make 
the newer issues every month. I don’t edit this for the fame because my audience isn’t that big to 
begin with. And I certainly don’t do this for my health because I’m up now working on this at two 
in the morning and have to be up in four hours for my real job. 

I don’t even do it for the sake of making art though that’s what the real reason should be. I 
do this because if I don’t I kill the portion of me that thrives of this. I edit this magazine because if 
I don’t I will cease to be G.M. and go back to being that person I was so many years ago before I 
started writing: another person trying to squeeze on by every month with no reason to wake up in 
the morning. 

I know that’s a pretty meloncoly thought but it’s true, especially now when the only thing 
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anyone really has left in this world to count on is themselves and their voices. 

So I make this 'zine. But I don’t make it alone. Obviously. I take all the stuff I can get 
from friends and family, from my friend’s family, from anyone who is willing to part with that one 
piece that will make some person out there think for a few minutes once in a while. 

I’ve give you the address and all I ask from you in return is some kind of response. A letter, 
positive or negative, or a submission, a condom, whatever you can think of that will brighten my 
day. 

That’s what I’m aU about. I hope that this 'Ane will Uve up to that. 

Nothing more. 
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Okay..urn...yes..now step 
once, yeah...now step again 
now step again...okay..now 
step once more...okay...now 
repeat all that..okay..now 
get out there and line 
dance!!! 

Issue: 1 

(n 10,302, toA^ SOeps. 
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